THE   QUESTING   BEAST
I dressed hurriedly. Taking a small revolver with me I
also drank some coffee, and the two of us left for the sound
of firing, which had by now reached considerable force.
The cries of "Hai'stan, Hai'stan" (Armenia, Armenia)
increased in volume, and it sounded as if our deliverers had
crossed the River Arax and were in the town. We ran into
the streets and up the hill to the N.E.R. stables, and there
Dr. Stepanian left me. Out of every house Armenians
surged and joined me in the rush to greet our troops. On
every roof appeared Armenian men and women armed with
the rifles they had kept buried during the occupation.
Isolated groups of Russians, panic-stricken, surrendered in
surprising numbers. The excitement was tremendous.
Behind the old fort we met our deliverers and we embraced
each other in a delirium of joy. Down to the centre of the
town we rushed, and there a vast horde of people
rallied to the cry of "To the prison. .To the prison."
Borne along in the rush we soon reached the gates. Slowly
they opened in response to the clamour, and the crowd stood
still at the deathly stillness that came from the empty court-
yard. The gates had been opened by two military officers,
whose emaciated forms and terror-stricken faces bore witness
of their ghastly experience. They pointed silently to the
centre block of buildings and we moved forward in a mass,
our fingers on the triggers of our rifles and revolvers. The
doors stood open and in the first prison cell an indescribable
sight met our gaze.
The floor and the walls were covered with blood, and
all round the room lay the mangled bodies of Armenian
Social Revolutionaries, faces unrecognizable by the havoc
wrought by an axe that lay on the steps. Some of the
bodies lay across the threshold as if they had been dragged
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